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The other two members of Bruce's band disappeared early in the evening in the company of some young ladies 
but Bruce and Janick stayed at the pub until last call, both too wound up from the evening's performance to 
even consider going back to their hotel. The tour was going well, Tattooed Millionaire album sales were strong, 
and the two friends were working together for the first time in the many years they had known one another. 
Having always gotten on well, they were now forming a closer bond after having discovered they had many 
things aside from music in common as well. They were both thoughttul, well educated men, for instance, even 
though on the surface their personalities seemed to be polar opposites. Bruce was bold, brash, and outspoken, 
caring little what people thought whereas Janick was more soft spoken and gentle, though free spirited and fun 
loving once the beer began to flow. 

The two men found themselves walking several blocks back to the hotel in a light mist, the streets crowded 
with others like themselves heading home after the pubs closed for the night. Laughing together at anything 


or at nothing at all they entered the lobby of the second rate hotel and Bruce shushed the other man. 
"Quiet now, we can't afford to get kicked out of here, we've still one more show in this town" 

Jan nodded, stifling his giggles with little success and the two of them climbed the stairs to the second floor 
with exaggerated care. Jan nearly stumbled once, he had a few more pints than Bruce and the singer reached 
out quickly to catch him around the waist. 

"Easy, mate! If you fall it will make a hell of a noise and wake the whole bloody place!" 

"Oh," Jan laughed, muffling the sound with his hand, "so never mind that | break my neck, lets just not wake 
anyone, is that how it is?" 

Bruce nodded in mock seriousness. "Well certainly, you'll just bounce if you fall anyway. Or burst like a water 
balloon more likely, given how much beer you've had" 

"Oooh, speaking of bursting," Jan reached the top of the stairs and did a little dance in place, "I've really got to 
take a piss!" 

Bruce was fumbling with the old fashioned hotel key, making several unsuccessful stabs at the keyhole before 
Jan placed his hand over Bruce's and between the two of them they managed to unlock the door. The budget 
for this tour was somewhat limited due to Bruce's unproven status as a solo artist so they were sharing 
rooms. Once inside Jan made a beeline to the bathroom while Bruce turned on the lamp then crashed into the 
room's one armchair. The dampness outside had penetrated his denim jacket so he slipped it off and tossed it 
carelessly on the floor. When Jan came back into the room he wasn't looking down and tripped on the jacket, 
catching himself quickly by grabbing Bruce's knees. 

"Bloody hell, do you just throw your things all over the floor at home?!" he grumbled. 

"As a matter of fact, | do." Bruce grinned. Jan stood upright again and Bruce was sorry when his warm hands 
were removed. Jan removed his jacket as well and sat on the edge of the room's one bed to remove his shoes, 
tugging ineffectively at the knotted laces. 

"Here, like this..." Bruce leaned forward from his seat and grabbed the shoe, twisting and pulling until it came 
off then tossing it across the floor. 

"Right, then, you're so good at it, take this one off too!" Jan extended his other foot so after shaking his head 
in exasperation Bruce removed that shoe as well. He stood to toe his own shoes off but managed to stumble, 
falling half on top of Jan The guitarist was laughing uncontrollably at him and pushed him off, then pushed him 
back on the bed and removed the shoes for him. 

"Ahh..." Bruce sighed, "I'm knackered, Jan. Take my jeans off too while you're at it!" 

"Sod off, take off your own pants!" 

"Don't want to. I'll just sleep in them." 

"The hell you will, they're wet from the rain!" 

"Well, | can't be bothered to take them off." Bruce lay where he was, his hands folded behind his head, long 
chestnut hair strewn across his face. 

Jan had already shimmied out of his own skin tight jeans and was in his boxers and t-shirt, trying to pull the 
covers down from under his friend to crawl into bed. "Come on, move, | want to go to bed" 

"No. I'm too comfortable." 

"Damn it, Bruce," Jan crawled back out of bed and grabbed Bruce by the ankles, "move or I'll pull you off and 
you can sleep on the floor!” He made good with his threat and started to pull Bruce toward the edge of the 
bed. 

"No, no, wait..." Bruce attempted to sit up just as his butt reached the edge and he ended up slipping off onto 
the floor. He made a grab at Jan to save himself and only ended up pulling Jan down on top of him. Both men 


were laughing so hard now they could barely speak 

"You." Jan managed to stop laughing long enough to talk, "you aren't getting into bed with those wet jeans on, 
mate!" With that he crawled off Bruce and knelt next to him, his fingers unfastening the snap of Bruce's jeans. 
"Nol" Bruce was still laughing uncontrollably and he grabbed Jan's hand, "Stop! " He grabbed Jan's other hand as 
well and tipped him over onto his back. "I'll take my own bloody pants off, thank you very much." He crawled up 
and sat on Jan's stomach, his legs on either side of the blonde. "When." he added with a wicked grin, "l'm 
damned good and ready!" 

"Bruce, get off me you wanker! Your damned pants are cold and this rug is scratchy!" 

"You should have thought about that before you dragged me off the bedl" 

Jan made a sudden lunge to the side that Bruce wasn't expecting and twisted out from under him, deftly 
flipping him over so now he was on top of the shorter man. "Ha, now the tables are turned!" 

"Not for long!" Bruce was shorter but far more muscular and he had no trouble at all resuming the dominant 
position He sat on Jan's stomach grinning down at him but suddenly he was aware he was getting hard from 
the contact. The moment he realized it he saw that Jan noticed it too, it was difficult to miss given the 
position they were in. Jan's sky blue eyes went wide with surprise, then something else flashed through them 
but was gone before Bruce could even be certain he saw it. Both their laughter died, and Bruce climbed rather 
awkwardly off his friend, not sure what to say. 

Jan sat up, then his confused look was replaced by a small smile. "I think maybe you should have gone with 
Andy and Fabio and found yourself a bird tonight" 

Bruce didn't return the smile, he was nonplussed and he couldn't quite understand why. It was completely out 
of character for him to feel this embarrassed. Without a word he stood and went into the bathroom, 
emerging a minute later wearing the pair of sweatpants he used as pajamas. Jan was already in bed, the 
covers pulled up high, and Bruce found it difficult to meet his eyes. 

Jan peeked over at him, all blue eyes and honey brown waves of hair. "Hey, don't worry about it, mate. It 
happens." 

Bruce crept into bed, staying as far to his side as possible. He still couldn't think of anything to say. He knew 
what he wanted to say, but he was afraid Jan would freak out if he knew that this wasn't the first time 
Bruce felt turned out around him. How would Jan react if he knew how often Bruce stared dry-mouthed, his 
cock straining against his jeans as he watched Jan thrust his hips into his Stratocaster, as he watched Jan's 
perfect ass in his tight jeans as he spun across the stage or climbed the speaker cabinets? 

"Bruce?" Jan reached across and touched Bruce's arm. "Seriously, it's okay." 

Bruce groaned. The touch of Jan's hand only intensified the arousal that was still coursing through him. "No, 
its not okay!" he almost snapped, and Jan withdrew his hand as though he'd been stung, making Bruce feel 
worse than ever. Jan switched off the bedside lamp and they lay there in the semi-darkness for a few 
minutes, the tension in the room a complete contrast to the jovial atmosphere earlier. 

"I'm sorry | snapped at you." Bruce finally said quietly. 

‘Its okay." Jan tried to disguise the hurt in his voice but Bruce wasn't fooled. 


"What, because you got a hard-on? Why would | care about that, it happens." 

"No, because | got a hard on from sitting on you." Bruce found it easier to talk in the near darkness. 

Jan was quiet for a long minute. "What do you mean?" he finally ventured to ask. 

‘What the hell, Bruce thought. ‘It's not like | could hide it much longer anyway. He turned to face Jan's side of 
the bed and saw the glitter of his friend's eyes in the light of the streetlights outside. "It's you, Jan. You're 


sexy as hell. You turn me on" 

He could hear Jan gasp, and his heart sank. This was it, he'd blown it. He should have kept his damned mouth 
shut. Over ten years of friendship down the drain. 

"Are you funning with me, Bruce?" Jan's voice had an off quality to it that Bruce couldn't identify. 

"No. | wish | could say | am, but no. I've felt like this for years.” 

"You never said anything." 

Bruce let out a short snort of laughter. "What could | have said? ‘Oh, | swing both ways, Jan, | get hard looking 
at you every night, | want to kiss you?" 

Jan was slow to reply. "Yeah, you could have said all of that" 

" You're one of the best friends I've ever had and the best guitarist I've ever heard. | didn't want to lose you. 


tour. | won't ask you to room with me again" 
"Bruce, you're being an ass!" Jan's voice was firm, startling Bruce. "You're jumping to a lot of conclusions here! 
| want to remain your friend, | want to remain your guitarist, and | want to continue sharing a room with you." 


He hesitated, then continued in a softer voice. "You aren't the only one who's thought about it, you know." 


‘I've thought about you, too." 

Bruce's brain felt numb for a moment. "Thought what about me?" he finally dared ask 

To his surprise he heard Jan laugh quietly. "Well, about kissing you. No more than that, I'm afraid. | felt weird 
enough just wondering what it would be like to kiss you." 


Ive thought about doing much more than kissing. Bruce admitted quietly. He felt fairly sober now, and he had 
that feeling one gets when something momentous is happening, something potentially life-changing. 

After a moment of silence Jan spoke again, his voice very soft. "Like what?" 

Bruce almost laughed, "What do you think? Don't make me tell you, | feel enough like a pervert already for 
lusting after my best friend” 

"Okay," Jan replied, then his next words almost convinced he was dreaming this whole crazy conversation, "don't 
tell me, then. Show me." 

"Wh..what?l" Surely he couldn't have meant what it sounded like he meant. Bruce nearly jumped when he felt 
Jan's hand close around his forearm. 

"I think you heard me." 

Bruce lay frozen in place for a moment, then thought to hell with it. He wanted this, he had always wanted 
this. He had to take this chance. After all, Jan wasn't so drunk he didn't know what he was doing. He closed his 
hand over Jan's and turned on his side to face him. His eyes were adjusted to the dark now and he could easily 
see his friend in the light from the windows. He moved his hand up to Jan's face, cupping his cheek, then 


moving in slowly to press his lips to Jan's. 


Jan didn't immediately respond, then Bruce felt a return of the kiss. He heard a roaring in his ears he couldn't 
understand. After all, he'd kissed dozens of people, mostly women but a few men too, and it had never affected 
him like this. Breaking the kiss he opened his eyes inches from the gray-blue eyes he knew so well, but the 
expression in those eyes was different from any he'd ever seen there. Jan looked stunned, a little dazed, but 
before Bruce could even assess his own feelings Jan quickly captured his lips again, more insistent this time. He 
had been deadly serious in what he had said, Bruce realized, as the momentum of the moment swept him off 


and he pulled him tighter, feeling his arms slip around him as well. As their bodies came in full contact Bruce 
realized two things: Jan as completely naked, and he was very definitely aroused. Jan placed his palm flat on 


Bruce's furry stomach as they drew apart a second time, then Bruce felt him slide the hand slowly lower. 


"What are you doing?" Bruce knew it was a stupid question but at the sound of his voice Jan's hand stopped 


moving. 


"| don't know." Jan sounded a little mystified himself. "| must be losing my mind" He withdrew his hand almost 
reluctantly. 


"I know I'm not losing my mind, and | know | don't want you to stop!" Bruce reached out and wrapped his arms 
around Janick, pulling him close so their bodies touched full length again and kissing him again. He deepened the 
kiss as though he was unable to stop himself, the years of fantasizing about and longing for Jan coming 
through and his every nerve tingling. Ten years! He had known Jan for ten years and had wanted him from the 
very first time he'd seen him jumping around onstage with White Spirit, a frenzied whirling dervish with thick 
wavy hair and long legs, so engrossed in the music it seemed he was in a world of his own. That he was finally 
kissing Jan, finally in bed with him, was too good to be true. 


But this was his friend, Bruce sharply reminded himself. A very good friend, and Jan had been drinking. With 
extreme difficulty Bruce pulled away, knowing he couldn't do anything either of them would later regret. Jan 
didn't want to break the kiss, he could tell, his lips clinging even as Bruce pulled back. Taking a deep breath, 


Bruce removed his arm from around Jan. 
‘lm sorry..l'm sorry, mate. | can't do this, | feel like l'm taking advantage of you." 


Jan's voice was disappointed. "It's all right, | understand. | suppose," he gave a little laugh, "I suppose | should be 
glad you're so worried about ruining our friendship." He turned abruptly, lying now with his back to Bruce, his 
spine rigid. 


Bruce felt like an ass, a stupid ass. He had what he had always wanted, he had a naked, willing Jan right in his 
arms, and he had to open his big mouth and wreck it. Cautiously he reached out and touched Jan on the 
shoulder, feeling the other man almost flinch at the touch. "If it was anyone else | would be all over them, but 


| care about you, Jan. You understand, don't you?" 
"Sure" Jan's reply was muffled as though he was speaking through the blanket or his hand. 


Bruce let out a groan of frustration Why did things always have to be so complicated? Why were his feelings 
for Jan confusing him so much right now? He knew the answer to that, he had always known, but it was 
something he'd always had difficulty expressing. He struggled to find the words, he couldn't bear thinking he 


had just rejected and hurt someone he cared so deeply for. 


"Janick?" His voice came out more hesitant than he had ever heard it before. "Turn back around. Look at me, 


please?" 


He didn’t think the other man was going to comply but slowly Jan rolled back over, once again facing Bruce but 
even in the uncertain light Bruce could see his guarded expression. Gathering his nerve, Bruce plunged ahead. " 
If we kept doing what we were doing you would think | was just using you. That it was just Bruce Dickinson, 


rock star, out to get a nut off and not caring who | did it with. | don't want you to think that. | want you to 
this all up, this was even harder than he thought it would be. "I'm in love with you." 

Jan's expression gradually softened, his eyes widened in something akin to awe. "What are you saying, Bruce? 
Are you serious?” 

Bruce nodded. He had never felt so open and vulnerable as he did right then. "I have never been more serious 
out there now, there was no taking it back. 

A long, long minute passed then Jan slowly reached out a hand and touched Bruce's face, a touch so soft it 
was just a whisper. "You should have told me." Jan's voice was barely audible. "Why didn't you say anything 


before now?" 


Bruce had no explanation, no excuse He just shook his head. "I was afraid to." he finally admitted. "It's..it's hard 
for me to open up about things like this. | can't deal very well with rejection" 


Jan's question was simple. "Why do you think | would reject you?" 

Bruce was not expecting that question and searched for an answer. "Because you're my mate. Because you like 
women, you aren't bi like | am. | suppose | thought you would be uncomfortable. If you knew how | felt you 
would never have agreed to work with me on the album or come on this tour." 

Janick was looking at Bruce levelly and Bruce wished he could see his expression better. Finally he spoke. 

"Do you know why | agreed to work with you?" 

'|.. | suppose because you wanted to get back into music." Bruce knew that since Gillan disbanded Jan had been 
unable to find any other permanent project and had actually been ready to sell his equipment after he got his 


degree, resigned to going into teaching rather than pursuing music any further. 


"Only partly because of that. The main reason | jumped at your offer was because | wanted to work with you. 


Because | wanted to be close to you. | care for you, Bruce. l.l think I'm in love with you too." 


Bruce felt like all the air left his lungs, leaving him lightheaded. He was half convinced he hadn't heard Jan 
correctly. "What???" 


For a reply Jan moved closer to Bruce again and pressed his lips very softly to his. "I love you, Bruce. | wasn't 
as drunk tonight as you thought | was, | knew what | was doing. | wanted it. | want you." 


Bruce felt completely overwhelmed. He was at a loss for words so he pulled Janick in for another kiss. This 
time they did not stop. They didn't do everything, it was too soon, but they made love and it was more 
profound than anything Bruce had ever imagined. Intense both physically and emotionally, and perhaps the 
emotional aspect was the most important one. No longer having to remain always conscious in the back of his 
mind of treating Janick as he would any other friend, Bruce found he could open up, be vulnerable and not be 
afraid of being hurt. He knew now that Jan would never hurt or reject him, Jan understood him perhaps 


better than he understood himself. Jan was his soulmate 


~ THE END~ 


